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moved in theatres and saloons, and mingled in the splen-
dour of high civilisation. I took him everywhere ; in fact
I conld bear everything but to be alone with him. So
he passed a very pleasant fortnight and then quitted us.
How different from our last parting! Cheerful indeed it
was, and, in a degree, cordial. I extended him my hand
with a patronising air, and mimicking the hollow courtesy
of maturer beings, I expressed, in a flimsy voice of affected
regard, a wish that he might visit us again. And six weeks
before I had loved this boy better than myself, would have
perilled for him my life, and shared with him my fortune !

CHAPTER IX.

I RETURNED to College gloomy and depressed, Not that I
cared for quitting home : I hated home. I returned in the
fulness of one of my dark humours, and which promised to
be one of the most terrible visitations that had ever fallen
upon me. Indeed, existence was intolerable, and I should
have killed myself had I not been supported by my ambition,
which now each day became more quickening, so that the
desire of distinction and of astounding action raged in my
soul; and when I recollected that, at the soonest, many years
must elapse before I could realise my ideas, I gnashed my
teeth in silent rage, and cursed my existence.

I cannot picture the astonishment that pervaded our
little society, when they found the former hero of their
gaiety avoiding all contact and conversation, and always
moving about in gloomy silence. It was at first supposed
that some great misfortune had happened to me, and en-
quiries were soon afloat, but nothing could be discovered.
At length one of my former prime companions, I should
say, perhaps, patrons, expostulated with me upon the